“Aha, falsa creatar?

SUBTLE REVENGE.

Jest walt till T gits back from der Klondike wid &

cartful of gold and yer won't do a ling but kick yerseif fer scorning der love

of Jimmy Jones!

—New York Journal.

BALLAD OF YE SUMMER GIRL.

I went to & summer resort for a
Stay

And found that the price was three
dollars o day.

1 staid for a week. and of fun had

fill.

two dollars was asked in

my hbill

“How's this® T inquired of the
clerk. “Don't you see

My bill is just double the price it

should be
“My dear sir,” he answered, “our
charges are right;
Three dollurs a day doesn't count in
the night.™
—New York Journal,
WOMAN'S EGOTISAM.
She—Why do you get 2o profans?

Why ecan't vou conteat yourself
vith “gaood gracious me,” asz 1 do?

Ha—1 eouldn’t be so egotistical as
in talk that way about myself.—Bos-
ton Journal

THE VANISHING POINT.
“Suppose,” suggested the teacher,
“that you take a piece of beefsteak
and cut it inte halves, then cut the
haives into quarters, (ke qguarters
into eighths and the eighths into
sixtesnths, into what could the six-
teenths be cut?”
“Hash,” responded Tommy, whose
moher Kept a boarding house,
And the class in fractions was dis-
missed. —Tit-Bits.

UUNCLE EBEN SPEAKS.
“Dak's only one pusson™ sald
Unciz Eben, “dat I hns my doubts
of mo" dan de man dat keeps talkin
"bout how good he i=, and dat's de
man Jdat fourizhes a razzer an tells
how bad he is.”"—Washington Stur.

THE WAY TO RECKON IT.

Ned—How much do you think
that fisherman's story was exagger-
ated?

Ted—How much was there left (n
his flask 7—New York Journal,

IS THIS THE WAY JAPAN AND HAWAIl WILL ARBITRATE?

—New York Presa

HARD TO PART WITH.

—U'p to Date,

FATE FOOLED BY A FAT MAN:

The youth was heavy, and he welgh-
ed the bhoat way down,

Btill neither had the slightest fear
there was a chance to drown.

A FABLE FOR TODAY.

A shark once invited on old mack-
ercl to call at his house. “We have
a nice little game of dollar limit up
there nearly every night,” he said.
“Some of the hest people In town
drop in occasionally, A number of
very nlee zuckers are there regu-
larly, Drop In any time. Hring a
few doillars with you, and you will
enfoy vourzelf. May T expect you?"

“Well, hardly,” =ald the wise old
mackerel. “I have noticed that the
suckers who vwisit your place go
o in carriages, but they all walk
. and many do not wear =0
ithes on departing as they did
when they arrived.”

Moral.—You can stay In the game
longer if you save cab hire by walk-
ing.—New York Truth.

LITTLE GEORGE'S FISH STORY.
Little George Lederer, the curly
headed offspring of the theatrical

A COLORED ECONOMIST.
said farmer to
wed fieldbands “you
aying up something
ryou 30 cents & day."”

i Georgin

“John,'

ow much do yvou save out

‘Forty-five cents, suh.™
3 Uhai alt®

“Gon] God, Marse Tom. T gnt to
Tive on de balancos!"-—stlanta Con-
stitation.

SEASHORE ATT
Moxt lasting of atitla

That tue g

ACHMENTS,

Are those w ks arc taken
For tuw soy § s board
—Detroit News.

SUUNTIAY SCHOOLL

St Paul made one er-

MAKING IT WORSE.

Thz two young persong were look=
ing in moody silence out over the
waves when Mr. Blunderheels hap-
pened upon them.

“Ah'" he sald, pleasantly. “Lov-

ers’ quarrel, is jt?

“Sir!” excialmed the young wo-
man in great wrath., “How dare
vou

“AR™ rejoined Mr. Blunderhesls,
strolling complacently “Theat
vau are not quarreling. 8o glad."—
Chicago Tribune.

Gn.

LOATHED CONTEMPO-
RARY.

Indeed, frienn,” said the ragged
wanderer, 1 am jookin fer work.
Lookin fer work on the dead.”

If you are hunting work on the

THE

dea.l,"” =aid the editor of the Jaze-
ville Gazette, “you've to the
wrong place. It is the other paper

vou want to get a job on'=—Cincine

anti Enquirer.

Lunatic (suddenly pepping his

head over the wall): “What are you
doirg theres™

Brown: “Fishing.*

“Caught anything?"
TR

*How long

Lunatic:

Brown:

Lunatic:
been there?

have you

Brown: *“Six hours.™

Lunati¢: “Come inside!™

—Punch, -3

WHY 1 DID NOT GO.
Whean 1 heard how tong and tons of
gold were dug out of the
ground,
How the Klondike country teemed
with wealth for miles and
miles around;
When I heard how men who went
thers poor came back with
loads of pelf,
Then I got the mining fever, and 1
said unto mysclf:
Sell every stack and hond, Tke.
The Chillkat pass bevond, Tke,
There lies the golden Klondike:

That's where you oughi to go.

But my frierds all said "twas fool-
ishners to go so far away,

And thet if 1 ever reached the place
+'d find it 4l3 not pay.

Ty =ald the climate was too cold,
the journey much too long,

And they all c¢%imea in together,
and they sang to me this song:
Of wealihh youre far tvo fond,

Ike.
You surely will get con'd. 1ke,
If ever you go to Klondike.
You'd belter stay al home.
~lsane Anderson in New York
Journal.
THE DEAN WAS DEAF.
One day, at the lare Jdean of Ely's
table. a legal gentleinan was Ia-
menting the gaps wihi
recently made |
“We hawve
I¥, “not legs than six emin
yere in as many maonths"
The dean, who was quite deaf, at
snce rose and repeated grace
thiz and all his mercies.” ete.-Tit-
Bits.

ecuth had

1nst,

AN IMPOSSIBLE TRIP.
Wallaca—What do you think of
the projects for going to the Klone
dike in balloons”

Ferry—They will none of them
work. All the wind & headed this
way. At least, up there whera

ali the blowing comes from—Cin-
rcinnati Enquirer.

manager, trotted up to his pater at
Seabright recently with a fish-

OR, SAVED FROM A GRAVE

i —
- - JL_M_

— e

But, oh, it could not stand the
welght! The boat succumbed ad
lant

And to their horror they peroeived
that they wers g

inking fast!

line in his band and a couple of tears

in his eyes,

“What's the matter?* quizzed
Lederer, Sr.

“fwe's gone,” s=obhed the young-
Slér

“Who's pone?’ queried the father,
“oy Pl ka answered Georgle
between his sobs *“} caught him
on the hool*'—

“Why didn’t you land him?" asked

NOT ON THE STONE.

loving Hackensack naphew,
with the duty of pr

SART

Tribune.

GO "LONG CHILE!L -

Say yo' lak t' marry me,

Dat I'se got de style, =
An am sweet as sweet kin be® -

Go 'long. go ‘long. chile!
Doan’ yo' be a-taikin so.
Yo's a-foolin me, I know.
Dis hyar niggah ain't so slow.

Go iong, g0 'long, chile!

Say we'll hab & brownstons front?
Dat yer meks me smile,
Meks dis nigeah sorter grunt,
Go "long, go "long, chile!
Brownstone front yo's
*bout
'S jus' a cave yo's hollar'd ont
Down de quarry. frontin sout’!
Go 'long, go "long, chile!

t'inkin

Say dat ¥o' has got =ome money
Comin aftah while?
Say vo' wants me for yo' honey?
Go 'long, go ‘long. chile!
Dat olé ship's a-gwins t sink,
She'm gwine t' sink an spill de
chink;
Cain’t fool
t'ink—
Go "long, go "long, chile!

dis nizgah, needn't

Don vo's In lub wid Lizer Jang
I know'd it all de while.

Yo' sald she's sweol as sugah cant,
Go “long, g2 “long, chile!

She tole me #n dis aftahnoon:

Eoa yo' juxs’ mosey mighty soon

An quit yo're triflin wid dis coon.
Now go "lopg. go "long, chile!

—James Courtney Challis in New
York Truth,

THE MINISTER'S CRITIC.

Ethel—Papa. does God tell vou
what to writle In your sermon’?

Papa—Yes, my dear.

Ethel—Then why do you scrateh
out g0 much?

Papia (after a pansedy—Ta please
your mother.—New York Trutb.

DISTINCTION.

There are some fulks ecentric In

The way they tell thelr views,
It's “speculation™ If you win

And “gambllng™ if vou joes

—Washington Etar.

—

IN THE CRUEL DEEP.

And were they dmwned? Oh, nol
Oh, no! Their lives are not yet
o'sr,

For, rigzging up this quaint devies
they got themselves ashore.—
New York Jouraal

—

THE FARMER SELLS HIS WHEAT AND GOES TO THE COUNTY FAIR.

—Chicagy Racord.
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Inside he Is the luscious feast

That makes the winter hum.

"~ Outside he Is the stuff that makes

The footlall and the drum,

1moadsnt Ch

D3 ir Boy (to minister
.

endeth the fret jempon!

|
/]
The pig’s & lovely animal L
That through my vision pops,
Lompose] of spicy sausage meat
And apple sauce and chops
—Neéew York Journal t
HANDICAFPPED. PROFESSIONAL PLEASANTRY.

*That man,” remarked an admir- First Soubrette (on a Rialto eory
ing friend. “has the faculty of say- nert—What are you doing npow,
ing clearly in a faw words what Floasy?
others would require pages (o ex- Second Souhrette (accampanied by
press.* Teddy Thouchtless)—Nothing.

“Too bad™ sald Senator Bor- First Soubreite (glancing at Teds
ghum. *“He'll never got along in  dy)—Is that him?—=New York Joury =
politics, not unless he learns to fli- nal.
buster better than that"—Wash-
ington Evening Star. COMPENSATION.

“Redgeley’'s marrisge wamn't §
THE PLURAL. happy one, was it

Boarding School Teacker—And “Well. that depends on the paint
now, Edith, tell me the plural of of view™
bahby. “The point of view?*

Edith {promptly) — Twins.-Tit- “Yes, the nolghbors Bad ne end of
Bits. fun out of {L"—Detroit News.

')
THE WAY OF THE ASSESSOR IS HARD.
—New York Herald
DEFINING IT. NOT A GIFT

“7 think 1 understand vwhat your “Tulln.™ sajd th old gentleman
Democtats and Republicans are get- repr 4 if I am not mis-
ting at ald the forsipn statesmman taken ¥ Ay thut young man a
on o visi bt h 2 the ¢ | T
mental peinciple of Mugwampery 1 4 sucrh hing ™ returned

“Ax pear a1 have laen ahle 1n the 3 n woanan with smphasle,
determine reptiend the student of "It was a teaud Clicago Poat,
political seisnce, 1 Mug L HT - -— —_
lteves that wh er I 18 wrong."'— HOW SHIE wWox
Detroil News Ther f a I young primas

HIGH PI wh X o S Wi A SIOUBE.

Artigt—fleore At gCane | s not her
What do yeu Lhe execu- That i "
tion® Hut . that she didn't have

Cannofz=ear — Deadiyv my bey,
deadly.—New Yark Journal —InManapalls Jeurnal,
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CHOLLY LIGHTWEIGHT, MISS DOVEY AND THE TRAGEDY OF THE SWING.

Cholly Lightweight: “Yaas,
thwing you, Mith Dovey:!™

I

*There we arel™

“And there we are:™

~Heaventh®' I'd betiter lock oull™

abs goein

—w®n JOUFs Jelrn




